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Bird Notes- 

We are allowed to walk within a two kilometre radius of our houses in this time of global 
pandemic. The house that I live in was built on outlying lands as far from Dublin City 
centre as was possible at the time. When my parents lived there, there were huge dairy 
farms, a plant for milk, cheese and butter, and one or two neighbourhood shops. 
Development has caught up, some of the villages remain integral and there are green 
spaces for leisure and for walking in. There are new shopping malls, libraries, petrol 
stations and offices too. The city has spread into the outlying villages, and complex 
housing tracts lie behind the eight century church, or at the old Norman moated castle 
that has become at times a party place for the young and a place where suicides 
happen too often. 

There are hedgerow laws with which mostly people are compliant, and the bird 
population boasts the smaller varieties of bird: wrens, robins, great tits, blue tits, a 
sparrow hawk resides in my tall trees. Gulls blow in from the sea and are at continuous 
war with the corvids (we have ravens, crows, magpies, gray-back ravens). Starlings, 
swallows and song thrushes inhabit the hedgerows, bushes and smaller trees. There 
are Brent geese in the winter, they migrate from Canada. I have long imagined their 
migratory patterns. The geese have always stayed near my children’s schools, as have 
urban foxes who bring up their young around the lanes and at the back of the houses. 
The geese sit out in the open fields in large groups in the pre-dawn, and their spaces 
are taken by gulls when the sun rises. Goldfinches are enjoying the pandemic. 

I haven’t seen many goldfinches since I moved back here. Last week I saw four of them. 
They are cheeky comical birds. They fly and flit at a very low level and they like to be 
seen. They chase each other at the base of the rowan and cherry trees that someone 
thoughtfully planted in rows at the sides of all our streets. People don’t pick the berries 
which seems a waste. One goldfinch, being very athletic and brave, flitted onto a 
daffodil stem and as his little feet touched it the entire stem bent to the ground. He went 
down with it, all the while keeping his feet on the stem, and using it to launch himself 
into the air again. 
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The image of this little bird has not left me for days, it makes me smile because it shows 
his tenacity and fearlessness. I notice small things and I write about them. I am not sure 
I would have seen this if it wasn’t for the two kilometre enclosure that has been set up 
around us. Nature is re-wilding wonderfully, I am becoming more attentive to the quite 
tiny things on my walks and runs. I saw the small group of goldfinches again early this 
morning. They are very unafraid and joyful, although, I am sure that mine is a human 
projection onto the bird kingdom which is fecund at this time. 

My garden birds have become braver. The huge ravens are dropping bones and 
peanuts into the small birds’ water dish, to soften it and to flavour the bread. I call this 
‘Crow Soup’. It is a nasty concoction of slugs, worms, parts of fallen bird and wet bread. 
Last week, I upturned their big water dish over for fear of disease, and I know that I 
must hose it out and replace the water. I cannot bear to lift the basin because they 
dropped the leg and the foot of a sparrow hawk’s victim’s into it. A red pool of blood 
leached through the morass for a while before turning liquid-black. The ravens are 
getting braver and more tenacious. They come right down to me and sit atop a pole and 
wait for leftover cat food or whatever I had cooked and was going to throw out. They are 
confident of food and leave around bones or feathers as morbid tokens. When they 
have enough food, they ‘larder’ the remains by making rows of small pieces of meat in 
their beaks and shoving it into the ground, usually beneath my broken tree. They do this 
in winter too, when there is a scarcity and in summer when there is a glut. I wrote some 
bird poems. 
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1. Precarious Migratory Spectacular 

2. bind 

3. The Bird Keepers 

4. Blackbird 

5. Fallen 
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Precarious Migratory Spectacular 

Stone weighting my palm 
has sprung a cathedral 

heart jumps 

walking in the flesh of its surpassing grace 
groin-vaulted and high as 

no bird ever escaped to soar this 
high-up— 
seamless and 

there is no blood 
no feather 
no bone— 

stone cannot make the bird. 
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bind 

if there are birds here, 
they are of stone. 

draughts of birds, 
the-flesh-bone-wing 
of ‘bird’ 

claw-in-grass 

rilled etch gathers to 
her nets of dust and fire. 

tree-step (again) 
bird claw impinges 
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The Bird Keepers 

I know three places that they go, 
and the birds wait in congregation 
on pitched roof, tottering lamp-post 
in the tree-chorals. They wait mute, 

gull and urban-pigeon, rook, starling 
wood-pigeon and magpie, all wait. 
Sparrows await the later crumbs, 
the blackbird desires garden-apples. 

I saw a bird-keeper once. 

With her bird-eye. Her empty bag, 
her melt into the crowd anonymity. 

I saw her just leave a squake of gulls 

in her wake tearing at the good bread. 
She directed her gaze onto me and 
I thrilled with the recognition. Each day 
at the right time she had walked to 

a reach of grass at the four roads 
opposite the park where herons. Her 
bag later stuffed into her ordinary jacket 
her streaked hair, her impassive gull-eye. 
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The Bird Keepers 

I lost her image in the crowd. Those others, 
the bird-keepers of unlikely corners at 
the meeting of roads, and roundabouts 
carry a backpack, a trolley. One a man, 

the other a woman. She is old now. 
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The way 
Blackbird 
swallows 
the silver 
phial of 
morning — 

Her voice, 
a water 
-drop 
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Fallen 

Thistledown woven 
spider-net 
abandoned nest 
a cup 
upturned 

under the wrong tree 

light as breath 

hedge-fallen 

gloveback 

nature retrieves 

her mess of twigs 

grasses 

meticulously 

bit-by-bit 

In wind 

In liquid air. 
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Image: “Finch, Poppies, Dragonfly, and Bee” by Golconda Deccan 
Date: 1650 and 1670 

Materials: Opaque watercolor and gold on paper 
PDF: “A Hierarchy of Halls” (Smithereens Press 2018) 

Online URL: 

https://ia800108.us.archive.orq/35/items/sp23ahierarchvofhalls/sp23ahierarchvofhalls.p 

df 
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